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Her well-turn'd limbs confess
The lucky hand of Jove; Her features all express
The beauteous Queen of Love What flames my nerves invade,
When I behold the breast Of that too-charming maid
Rise, suing to be press'd I
Venus round Fanny's waist,
Has her own cestus bound, With guardian Cupids graced,
Who dance the circle round. How happy must he be,
Who shall her zone unloose I That bliss to all, but me,
May Heaven and she refuse I
SONG.
WHENEVEE, Chloe, I begin, Your heart like mine to move,
You tell me of the crying sin Of unchaste lawless love.
How can that passion be a sin, Which gave to Chloe birth ?
How can those joys but be divine, Which make a Heaven on earth ?
To wed, mankind the priest trepann'd,
By some sly fallacy, And disobey'd God's great command,
" Increase and multiply."